Killing The Pain 


Author: Nikki 666 

Bands: Motley Crue 

Characters: Nikki Sixx, Vince Neil 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed May 05 2004 02:35:56 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Disclaimer: The story is not true and no malice or impeachment was 


intended. 


"l. | don't really know, Vanity. | mean it. Well.” 


"Hey you, blondie," Vanity's fingernails, pointed, polished and sharp, dug 

into Vince's elbow when she clutched it. "You either want me or you don't. And 
if you say you don't." she nibbled on his earlobe. "Then you're a funk, Vinnie, 

and you shouldn't have come then" Her palm rubbed against a knob in his crotch 
that grew painfully obvious. "And a liar, besides.. because the truth is you 


want me to death." 


Vince sucked in a breath of air through clenched teeth. "I do. OF course | 
do. But why HERE?! There are so many rooms in this goddam house! Why this one?!" 


"Because | like it here! That's why! And what is YOUR problem? Stirrings of 
conscience? Don't tell me tales. Or.." she looked him right in the eye. "God 
almighty, Vince, you really are scared, aren't you?! Gosh, are you really afraid? 


Afraid of him?!" 


"And aren't you?" Vince muttered, looking away. A bass pick, "FUCK THE FUCKING 
FUCKERS" scribbled across it in tiny letters, immediately caught his eye. It 


was plain impossible to forget it was Nikki's room they were in 


‘OF course I'm not! Holy shit, Vince! He's a slop! A junkie, doped out of his 
head, and he can't even pull himself together to wash his hair once a week! 
He's totally harmless, silly thing you. He's a basket case, anyway. No, l'm 
not afraid." 


= Maybe you should be =, Vince thought, but his own anxiety lost its edge when 
Vanity's hand snaked under his shirt, and the other one into his pants. Nimble 
hands she had indeed. "Come on," she whispered, her hot breath on Vince's ear. 
And Vince forgot what the mere notion of anxiety was about, falling down onto 
Nikki's wide bed with her. 


Such a hot thing. "A psycho bitch," Nikki would call her. All in all, he was 

right. Her lithe body, a color of Mocca, slim and strong, was pressing itself 

to Vince, pressing itself into Vince, pressing Vince into itself. He missed 

the moment they both got stark naked and just had to face the fact. Long legs 
wound around his waist in a tight noose, long fingernails left trails all over 

his shoulders, small breasts brushed against his chest, hardened nipples tickling 
his skin Vince moaned when her greedy mouth captured his lips in a passionate 
bitekiss, thrust forward, his hands finding her firm buttocks, kneading them, 


and she moaned in response... 
A soft cough broke the spell entirely. 
Vince flinched away from Vanity despite her resistance, rolled over to his 


back and, horrified, stared at Nikki who was sitting on a chair next to the 
bed. 


Youre standing next fo your bedroom door. h fact, youre 


leaning against it. Its a funny feeling to know there's a guy behind that door, 


leaning against it in exactly the same way. Like a mirror. You think you can 
feel the heat of his body coming through the slab of wood You think you can 
feel his heart beating. You think you can hear him breathe. 


There's also a bitch in the room. Your bitch Or supposed to 

be yours. She never really was, though. You don't really care. You don’t care 
for her attitude either. "He's a slop," you hear her say. "He's a basket case." 
These words are about you. And you don’t care. Even though she's almost right 


Almost is never a match for enough 


You are mad, yes. You are furious. You need to be. But these 

words are not the reason. Actually they dont even feel lke an insult fo you 
right now. But they are a good excuse. A really good excuse to start a game. 
Your own game you've been dying fo play for so long Too long Now you dont 
have that much time left. 


That's what drives you insane. 
Tonight 
Tonight you'll have it all 


They are not talking behind your bedroom door anymore. They're 

producing all kinds of noises instead, those funny little noises you're never 

aware of when youre having really good sex. You push the door, trying to be 

as noiseless as possible. The door opens. They don't hear, tangled together, 

foo busy with each other. You push the door closed and make your way towards 
the bedside chair. Still noiseless. They're throwing themselves at each other, 


almost violently, making your bed screech 
Your gun seems to be throbbing in your hands. 


You sit down, straddling the chair, trying to make your body 
relax a little. But you're still tensed So tensed that it hurts 


You allow yourself a sound A cackle. Or a cough A very soft 
one. She doesnt hear. But he does He flinches, tears away from her grp, rolls 


over and fixes his eyes on you. Wide eyes, full of fear. No, not fear. Terror. 


You smile. 


Nikki was sitting astride on a chair, his elbows on its back, 
resting his head on them. His face was a little sad and deceptively melancholic. 
But his eyes, his inhumanly dark, deep, wild, mad eyes didn't fit into that 


face at all. Nikki's stare was insane. And he stared directly at Vince. 
On top of it, he had his favorite Magnum351 in his hands. 
Vince abandoned all hope the moment he saw it. 


"Hello Vincey," Nikki said and gave a half-smile. Not the prettiest 


smile in the world. "Having fun?" 


Vince swallowed hard. = | knew we shouldn't have come here! =, 

the thought pulsed inside his head, bouncing back and forth between his temples. 
= | knew, | knew, | knewlll = He couldn't utter a single word. All-absorbing 

fear was all he could feel. And the gun in Nikki's hands scared him much, much 


less than Nikki's eyes. 
"What, Nikki?" Vanity snarled, annoyed. "Don't you see we're busy?" 


Vince winced at such barefaced impudence. But Nikki's smile just 
grew a bit wider. 


"Oh really," he drawled softly. "Should've let you finish the 

business, shouldn't |? Sure should. l'm so sorry baby. You'll have to excuse 

my shitty manners. You know, no decent upbringing. Tough childhood and all. 
Besides, as you know, I'm a junkie, doped out of my head.. So my brain just fails 


every now and then" 


Vince froze. = He heard it all, = he realized. = He was standing 

behind the wall, listening to Vanity talking all kinds of shit about him. Oh 

God. We're both dead. = "So get the fuck out of here," Vanity snapped. "Together 
with your.” 


She broke off in the middle of the phrase. Because the barrel 
of Nikki's Magnum was now pointed directly at her. And Nikki was smiling. A 


wide sincere smile. And the scariest one Vince had ever seen 


"Oh well, baby, thats still MY house, isn't it? My room. And 
my bed, by the way. That's what's just killing the scene. My fucking bed." 


"I told you!" Vince whimpered. "I told you, you dumb bitch!" 


"Oh, shut up, Vince!" Vanity hissed through clenched teeth. She 
looked a little pale, but she didn't back down. "He won't shoot. He didn't even." 


She broke off again - a click of the safety catch cut her short. 
Nikki cocked his gun. 


"Thanks for reminding, love," he said calmly. "Although... come 
to think of it, even a slop like me can remember to do it himself. So you'll 


have to do without any thanks, | guess." 


"You won't shoot", Vanity repeated, but she didn't sound so confident 
this time. 


"Really? And what WILL | do?" Nikki rested his head on his fist. 
‘ll tell you what. Since I'm a basket case anyway, why not gun you down first 
and then that little blonde sonofabitch? And then, to crown it all, myself? 


| don't really have too much to lose, do |?" 


"Start with yourself, fucker," Vanity advised in a trembling voice. 
By now she was just as scared as Vince. Stupid cunt, Vince raved silently, should've 


thought of it beforehand! 


Nikki pretended to be thinking over Vanity's advice for a couple 
of seconds, then shook his head. 


"No, baby," he sighed. "That way it would be no fun at all. And 
| wanna have all the fun | can before | kick the bucket." 


"Nikki, pleasel." Vince squeaked. "Please don't... l'm sorry.. l. 


"Oh?" Nikki shifted his stare to him and Vince felt drowning in 
these black whirlpools of madness. A human being just can't have eyes like these. 


"Why shouldn't |? Just because you're such a nice boy? Mmm... Maybe." 


Vince stared back at him, wide-eyed, trying not to let his hope 


show. 


"Affer all we've played that damn rock'n'roll cheek by jowl for 
so many years," Nikki mused aloud. "And you really did try to talk her out of 
it. And all in all, to kill a good frontman because of some miserable bitch... 


Well, OK. Maybe | won't." 


Vince drew a spasmodic sigh. 


"And you.." the stare shifted to fall on Vanity again, and she 
tried to press her back into the wall. "You're living on credit, honey. And 
your credit is running dry.” 


"You're insane, Nikki," Vanity muttered, never taking her eyes 
off the barrel. "You're stark raving mad." 


"Did it take you that long to figure out? Smart, Vanity. Vincey? 
Why are you holding your hands to your face, baby? Don't you wanna see her brains 
spoil my gobelin?" 


"No | don't," Vince moaned. "Oh God, Nikki, I'm so sorry...” 


"Really? You are? And I'm not at all," Nikki's smile turned into 
a sneer. "Say, Vince.. Wanna save her life? Do her a favor in return for getting 


you into such a screw?" 


"Y-yes," Vince was trembling. It was hotter than hell in that 
damn room, but he was shaking. "Don't shoot, oh please, Nikki, don't shoot..." 


"OK, baby. Then it all depends on you. Vince Almighty," Nikki 


gave a hoarse laugh. "Let's see." 
"What... what do you want?" 


Nikki bared his teeth. "Fuck her," he ordered. "You wanted to. 
| know you did. Go ahead. And I'll watch the show." 


"l'm not in any mood for it anymore,” Vanity declared and started 


to get up. 


A shot banged, and a bullet whizzed and struck the wall, missing 
her head by a millimeter. Vince shrieked. Vanity turned to stone. 


"The thing is, nobody's asking for your opinion," Nikki explained 


quietly. "Down on all fours. Now, bitch. | said, now." 


The power. Thats what you love. A very certain amount of 


it - for example, you wouldnt want to be a king Or a President. Too much power 


is a bore. It brings responsibility with it, besides. Even the litte power 
of a band dictator is foo much responsibilty at times. 


But the power over these two, so restricted and so unlimited 

at the same time, is so good, it gets you high. High, without any drugs or alcohol 
fo attribute the effect to. Violence. Yes, this thing is much more addictive 

than any drug. More addictive than sex. 


But sex and violence are not mutually exclusive, are they? 


At times you laugh to think how many people think you're cool 

Rich, cocky, good-looking. Popular. Witty. Talented If they only knew. But 

they don't. They dont know, that when you look in the mirror you see the boy 
who was thought to be a fright at school because his grandfather had cut his 

hair into a flattop when everyone wore Beatles’ mops. That you still feel a 
teenage loser who had to bonk the ugliest girl in town and be happy because 

a girl actually wanted him. That each time you hear a bass solo you flinch and 
feel as if youre fourteen again and still trying fo find a way with your instrument, 
picking a note every two minutes or so and hoping its night. That every time 

you fuck up you recall your UNSATISFACTORY in history, one subject you really 
liked but still couldnt be good at. That you have too clear a memory of the 

fimes when you stayed hungry for days and slept two hours a night, working in 
two shifts and still not having enough money to buy a burrito. They don’t know 
how little you actually think of your face, or brains, or song-writing, or bass-playing 
skills, 


But there is one thing you have always been and will always 


remain. 
A good fighter. A hard hitter. And a treak-out 


Violence is the only thing that gives you the sense of power 
over people. Has always been No wonder you grew so addicted to it. 


No wonder these days its the only thing that turns you on 


Violence, and the other side of if, submission Other people's 
submission You caress your gun with your fingers slightly, then drop a couple 
of phrases - very softly, and the bitch in front of you sobs and does what you 


fold her to, showing no resistance anymore. And you almost come in your pants. 


What keeps you from doing it is the thought that the best 


is yet to come. 


Vanity sobbed and went down on all fours. 
"Your ass on me. Turn around. Gol" 


Vanity changed her position, facing the wall, hanging her head 
low. Her shoulders were shuddering. Looked like she was crying. 


Now Nikki's Magnum was aimed right at the crack between her thighs. 
"That's better. Well, Vincey, come on. Do your thing" 
"Nikki... l.. She..." 


"OK. Here. The rules of the game," now Nikki's smile was just 

charming. Except for his eyes. Vince wished he couldn't see these eyes. "You 
have one minute. Sixty seconds. Oh well, let it be sixty-six - I'm such a nice 
guy. If in sixty six seconds you don't begin fucking her, | shoot. So, it's 

up to you. Yep, she's no doubt dry by now, as dry as the Mojave Desert. But 
if you think she'll be more glad to have a bullet in there than your dick, then 


Vince, you really underestimate yourself” 
Vanity sobbed again. 
"Oh, and one more thing. l'd get sick and bored to death if you 


started showing all these puppy love stunts again. So do her hard. Really hard. 
Like, make her bleed. | know you can. | saw you do it before." 


Vince shuddered. 

"Nikki... and what if l.. l'm not..able? Just physically - not able?" 

Nikki's smile turned into a grin. 

"Vincey. Sunshine. My sweet little blondie. You just forgot you're 

in your birthday suit, didn't you? You're as hard as a rock, Vince. And | see 


that just fine." 


Vince blushed. Nikki was right. He felt that weird excitement, 
the kind that was fuelled by fear. 


And he was dying from fear. 
"The countdown began ten seconds ago, guys. Fifteen. Twenty.’ 


Vince sighed and moved closer to Vanity. She flinched at the 

feeling of his hands on her hips. Vince felt sorry for her. But not really too 
much sorry. That was her who got them both into that shit. And now he had to 
turn his back on Nikki. What was his Magnum aimed at now? 


The chair screeched softly, 


"Come on, Vince. Ten seconds left. It's not aimed at you. It's 


aimed at her head" 


Vince bit his lip and, helping himself with his hand, worked 
his cock into Vanity. 


He looks at you, his eyes wide with fear and shock Hs hazel 

eyes that are so strikingly combined with his platinum hair. It struck you the 

first fime you saw him close - he got out of his girlfriend's car (that bitch 

of his was really noisy, and her rantings - "Oh that band just isn’t good enough 

for you, sweetie, oh, | have fo check out their guitarist" - just made you want 

fo shove you bass guitar neck down her throat), reminding you of teenage kids 

- half-cocky and half-self-conscious, and looked up at you from under that teased 
platinum mass, and your breath got caught in your chest just for a moment, on 


seeing that contrast. That was.. unusual. That was.. eye -catchy, That was.. 
Beautiful 


He looks at you and babbles something about inability, and 

you point out the obvious, and he blushes. Gosh, looks lke he really forgot 
he was naked. You havent seen hm blush in years. That's not a bad look for 
him. 


Naked is not a bad look for him either. But he's apparently 

feeling uncomfortable about it. Like you haven't seen him before. Like all those 
crazed groupie nights and R1B's Jacuzzi parties never happened. But, maybe, 
he subconsciously feels that this time is different. Indeed, this time everything 
is going to be very much different. 


Another phrase of yours, and he obligingly moves in closer 

to the bitch (is she crying? You really hope she is) who's on all fours on the 
bed. Turns his back on you. Turns his ass on you. How fucking nice. His blonde 
locks are all over his shoulders, and his back is tense, you can almost see 

the muscles twitching He's afraid of you. Afraid of your gun Afraid of your 
stare that's running up and down his body. You could swear he feels that stare 
of yours. 


You point your gun away from him. You would never want to 
damage any of that body. Not that he should know it. When he's afraid, it just 
feels better. 


He sighs and starts his work. He thinks he knows what you 


want 
But he really doesn’t 


He doesn't 


Vanity wheezed. Damn, how dry. Not that it felt all that bad. 
But it was scary. 


"Good boy. Go on I'll shoot if m bored, keep that in mind." 


Vince rocked forward, hesitantly. Vanity shrieked. Nikki swore 
thru his teeth behind Vince's back. This urged Vince to hurry, and he moved 


faster, creating a more or less steady rhythm. 
Vanity was screaming. 


"Well done, Vincey," Vince didn't know how he managed to hear 
this ice-cold voice thru all the screams. "But you're trying to be nice with 
her. Don't. She's no better than that whore we fucked with a receiver. Believe 


me. 


"Holy shit, a receiver?!" Vanity gasped, her voice trembling 

with disgust - and that was the moment Vince suddenly got mad. Who the fuck 
was she? Who the fuck did she think she was to judge him? What fucking right 
did she have to judge him?! He started going faster, his thrusts getting harder. 


He didn't mind her screams anymore. 


"Cool!" Nikki cheered. "Awesome! | knew you really could rock 


hard!" 


Vanity gave a long non-human scream, and Vince suddenly felt 
it was easier to slide in and out. He turned his eyes down and saw a streamlet 


of blood running down her thigh. Oh Jesus... 

"Yeeeaaaah baby!" Nikki drawled, and Vince came. 

Vanity stopped screaming. Her arms and legs gave way, and she 

fell onto the pillows, Vince's cock sliding easily out of her. He looked down 
again and felt sick - he was covered in blood. He fell down next to Vanity. 
How was she? Did she faint? 


Or did he kill her? 


Heavy footfalls. Vince tensed. Nikki leaned over him to roll 
Vanity over onto her back. 


"Blacked out," he murmured. "What a bitch." 


Before Vince had any chance to look away, Nikki raised his gun 
and hit Vanity in the face with its handle. 


Vince hid his face in the pillow. He didn't want to see any more. 


He felt terrible. Maybe it would have been better if Nikki had just killed them. 
After the third hit Vanity moaned. 


"Thank Vince for being still alive, bitch," Nikki said, low and 
angrily. "| really had a reason or two to gun you down. But OK. Take your shit 
and get the fuck out of my house." 


The bed screeched. Vanity gasped. Vince imagined her getting 
up clumsily, taking a step, trying to get over that pain between her legs. He 
buried his face deeper in the pillow. 


A sound of a slap in the face. Vince winced and closed his eyes 


tight. 


"Who said you could dress up here, you whore? | said, take your 
shit and disappear!" 


"But Nikki..." 


If | have to watch your slutty face for another half a minute, 


l'm going to finish what I've started and blow your brains out, you idiot" 


Unsteady hurried steps. The door opened. Then shut. Looked like 


Vince was left alone in the room. 


But he didn't want to raise his head to see if it was so. 


You throw her onto the street - a bleeding lump of Hollywood 
trash She doesn't try to stop and get dressed again Instead she clutches her 
clothes, speeds up - as much as she can, of course, one can't really speed up 


with her crotch bleeding - and disappears around the corner. 
Good riddance to bad rubbish 


You lock up your security gates and get back into the house, 
never thinking about her anymore. You got better things to do before your time 


IS Up. 


You make it to the first step of the stairs when a wave of 

pain suddenly hits you and you double over. Clench your teeth together, fall 
fo your knees No screaming. You can't let him hear you scream. Thatil ruin 
the vibe. But its so bad. As if someone is twisting your limbs, knotting every 
muscle of yours, trying to put your shoulders and knees out of joint. And that 


someone Is inside you. So baaaaaad.. 
İt subsides as suddenly as it hit 


You get up gingerly, turn away trom the stairs and go to the 

bathroom instead Cold water. t doesn’t help much, but it refreshes you a bit 

You stare at your locker. You can just open it and get a hold of that precious 
something that will stop such fits from happening for a long, really long time.. 


Maybe even for twelve hours. 


You tear your eyes off your locker reluctantly. No. You need 

fo be at least half sober. Thats why this fit has just happened. You only took 
half your dose last time. Just fo prevent too much pain, not to get high. Now 
you have to shoot up just to prevent pain 


A basket case, indeed 


This reminder of how little time you've got drives you mad, 
drives you up the wall. You turn around and get out of there, go back to the 
stairs and make it to the second floor where your bedroom is. 


Somewhere halfway up the stairs you're struck with a thought 
of how good you've trained yourself not fo look in the mirror while youre in 
the bathroom. 


Footfalls. They were getting closer. Vince drew a heavy sigh. 


The door opened and closed again. The footfalls - surprisingly 
light - approached and died away. 


He must be just beside the bed now, right? 


Vince began to rise on his elbows. A hand fell on his back, stopping 

him. Not violently, but.. persuasively. Then, just as persuasively, pushed him 
back down. Vince knew better than to resist. He fell back down, his face in 
his pillow. The bed screeched again - Nikki sat down beside him. 


"Just don't, blondie. Stay the way you are. Have some rest" 

Vince froze, but the hand wouldn't disappear from his back. Dry 

and hot. For some time it stayed there, between his shoulder blades. Then it 
crawled down. Vince nearly stopped breathing. The hand stopped at the small 
of his back and then returned to the spot between his shoulder blades only to 


crawl back down to his waist again. 
Nikki was stroking his back. 
"Nikki..." 


"Hush, Vincey. Hush. Vanity got hers. You still haven't. But now 


just have a rest" 
Vince started. 


"What... what else do you want?" 


"Hey. You fucked my fucking girlfriend. In my fucking house. In 
my fucking bed. And you didn't let me gun her... | really wanted to." 


His hand kept stroking Vince's back, and every touch of it made 
Vince shiver. All of a sudden he painfully acutely realized that he didn't have 


a thread on. He really was in deep shit, oh yes, he was... 


"But the most fucked-up thing, Vince, is that you just went and 

did it behind my back. And you could just ask, dude. Do you really think | would 
mind? Would come to blows with my one and only vocalist over some skinny black 
bitch? But no, you decided to shit in my plate while | was looking away, didn't 

you. It's not that | had too much trust in you. But still it really pisses me 

off" 


"You ARE going to kill me, aren't you, Nikki?" Vince whispered 
hopelessly. 


This time his palm stopped right at the small of Vince's back. 
So hot. It was just burning Vince's skin. 


"| wouldn't want to. This whore got away alive, so.. She deserves 
a bullet much more than you, by far.. No. | won't do it. If you don't make me 
do it." 


"What do | need to do, Nikki?" Vince asked, voice cracking. "What 


do | need to do.. no to make you...” 


Vince's fear turned to mad panic when he felt Nikki's hand move 


from his waist to his buttocks. Nikki fastened his grip, and Vince shuddered. 


"You know, there is yet another fucked-up thing. Now, baby, | 
don't have a girlfriend. Not a single one. What a shame," Nikki chuckled softly. 
‘Somebody's gotta fill in for her, huh?" 


Panic mixed with anger outweighed the instinct of self-preservation. 
Vince twitched and began to rise again, snapping, "It's not gonna be me for 


surel!" 


And stopped, turned to stone, feeling the cold metal of the gun 


muzzle right at his neck 


Laughter. His laughter was even worse than his eyes. 


"And | just happen to think its gonna be you, only you and no-one 
but you. Well, | might be wrong, of course. We'll see. Lie down. Lie the fuck 
down before | pull the fucking trigger." 


He makes a Iittle painful sound - too strangled for a sob 
- and slowly gets back down He's crying He's weeping lke a moumer at a funeral 
Only with more heart. 


You broke him. 


Well, maybe not quite yet, but he’s all yours now. Youre 
sure he'll do what you want hm fo. 


Or no. 


What do you want him fo do, after all? 


You feel you've got a bad case of split personality. You're 

forn apart, broken in two. A part of you totally loves the situation. This part 
of you wants fo go on To enjoy his fear, shock, pain, suffering, humiliation.. 
whatever else he is going to feel This part runs your body, and youre hard. 
Sooooo hard. 


The other part of you weeps together with him. Makes your 

heart break. Makes you want to throw your gun away, hug him and hold him tight, 
stroking his shiny blonde hair, whispering, ‘Its OK baby, nobody's going to 

hurt you," kiss his fears away... 

But you know only too well he won't take any of that. 


He will freak out. Feel no less scared and disgusted than 
now. And youll lose the momentum. Youl have to let him go. 


No. 
There's no way you can have his soul 


But now you at least can have his body. 


You touch his back with your gun and watch his skin creep. 
He keeps sobbing and of course he cant see you, and you very quickly wipe your 
own tears away. You let the carnal part of you take over and feel relief. Real 


relief 


What the hell Youll be dead long before you could actually 
regret if. 


Vince obeyed, tears running down his face - he could feel the 
salty taste of them in his mouth. Oh he'd known he was deep in shit, but that 
it was SO deep.. 


The gun barrel slowly crawled down his back, following the route 
the palm had been following - his shoulderblades to his waist and back. Cold 
metal seemed to produce electricity on touching his skin. He was shaking all 


over. 


"Damn, you're really cute, Vince. Vincey. Mmm... yes. But of course there's always 
a choice. Never say | run this band as a dictator, dude. l'm both hands for 
democracy. For the right of choice." 


Vince nearly died, feeling the barrel of his Magnum move lower, 


lower, sliding between his... 


"Easy, baby, easy. That's the name of the game, Vince. Whatever 
you do, you're fucked. But you still can choose by what" 


Vince's pillow was soaking wet from his tears. Fucking wet. 

"So much water, baby. You're just breaking my heart" 

His laughter was so awful. 

"You're not some Vanity bitch. No time limits for you. But.. we 

know I'm doped out of my head, don't we? A junkie, yeah, and my hands tend to 
shake. The longer the wait, the worse they gonna shake. You just keep it in 


mind. | in all honesty will try not to pull the trigger. But you keep that in 


mind. 


Vince bit his lower lip. Nikki's fingers were running thru his 

hair. His right hand. He had his Magnum in his left one. Vince lost his breath 
on thinking WHERE EXACTLY it was. Dying was one thing, but dying like this.. 
Vince knew that if Nikki pulled the trigger, he'll die a looong death. A VERY 
painful death. And a fucking humiliating one. 


The worst thing of all, Vince, unlike Vanity, just knew Nikki 
too well to afford a pleasure of doubting. 


If Nikki got tired of the wait, he'd shoot right away. 
"Nikki." 

"Yes, baby." 

"You." 

"Beg your pardon?" 


"I pick you. Not your gun. You. Go ahead," Vince swallowed hard. 


"Have your fun.. you son of a bitch." 

"Hey, dude," Nikki giggled. "That won't do. That's just not convincing 

enough. Want me to fuck you? Ask nice. Umm, but do you.. want?" - the gun made 
a very slight movement, making Vince shudder again. 

"Fuck me, Nikki," he forced himself to say, trying to make each 

word as distinct as possible. He would never be able to repeat it if asked. 


"Please, do." 


This just wasn't the way he wanted to die. 


You hear him say these words. You never hoped youd ever hear 


him say them. And you wouldnt have. If it wasn’t for your gun 
Violence. 


No matter how you want it to be, violence is still the only 
way. 


Well, it wasn't you who made this world the way it is, was 
it? 


You look down pensively at your gun You ponder on a hundred 
millon dollar question: would you have shot if hed said no? Minutes ago you 
could say you wouldnt have. Now you don’t know. 


And he is so.. perfect. 


Hs body. He is not fall at all, but so perfectly built. Slm 
forso. Narrow hips. Long legs. You look, stare, gaze. You want to take it all 
in. 


You are VERY unlikely to ever see him naked again 
You are very unlikely to see him again at all 


When did it all start for you? When he came into your room 

during last tour, drunk and high and crying, just like now, and hurled abuse 

at you, accusing you - all three of you, but you always take things too personally 
- of forsaking him, casting him out after that drunk-driving accident, of putting 

him down? He tried fo punch you and you caught his arm, but you never succeeded 
to fight back because instead of resisting he fell sobbing in your arms, and 

all of a sudden you found yourself hugging him and saying, "Sorry, Vince, Im 

really sorry" over and over again, forgetting that there was Tommy behind the 
door waiting for you with an eightball, thinking how wonderful his hair smelt.. 

Was it then? 


Or was it way back in the "Shout." days, when he was getting 

heroin for you, and you would sit and smoke it together, and you would get so 
stoned youd just sit there and stare at each other Ike idiots.. only he never 
had any idea that you were staring mainly at his lips wondering what it would 
be like to feel them all over your body. Was it then? 


Or was it in 178) still in Motley House, when you both got 

plastered and ended up in his bed with your girlfriend? Very soon you told them 
you couldnt get it on and went fo your room, but the reason was quite different. 
The reason was you were T00 GOOD at getting it on, in fact. So good you were 
afraid to get too close fo him, to touch him another time. 


When did it begin? 


You smirk and answer his forced words, and take your gun away 
from his body. Who cares when the beginning was. 


Here is the end 


"Ooh, no problem, baby!" the gun disappeared. Oh yeah. Thank 

God. Hallelujah. Vince felt it reappear between his shoulderblades, but that 
wasn't just as frightening. And anyways, the next second it was replaced by 
Nikki's lips. A slow, hot, wet kiss. Vince bit thru the pillow. Another kiss 

on his shoulder. Nikki pushed Vince's hair away from his neck and landed a kiss 


there, too. Vince sobbed. 


"Should've considered all the possible consequences, blondie," 

Nikki observed insensitively, stepping up onto the bed and straddling Vince's 
hips. "Listen, you, piece of candy. | don't trust you in the slightest, and 

actually I'd better hold this Magnum to your head all the fucking while. But 
the thing is that | don't trust myself all too much, either. | might just pull 

the trigger when | come. Not on purpose, just because my fingers are going to 
clench, or something. And this won't be all that fair, will it?" 


Vince could feel Nikki's erection bulging thru his jeans and 

pressing against his ass, and he just couldn't get himself to think properly. 

He couldn't believe Nikki wanted to do this to him. God, that was Nikki! Nikki. 
Oh God. That very Nikki, together with whom Vince played the Roxy, fought at 
the Rainbow and fucked Tommy's first wife! 


The gun muzzle at his temple was a merciless proof to the evil 


fact that it all was real. 


"And thats why.. listening to me, baby?. that's why | want to 

put this gun right here. On the bedside table. But Vince... if only you get a 

crazy idea that l'm too busy with you or that you're just faster than me.. | 
might be a junkie slop, but even when I'm doped I'm faster than you, OK? Besides,” 
Nikki gave a short laugh, "it just so happens that l'm practically sober. Yeah, 

once in a blue moon. All in all, if you decide you've got a chance to take and 

you begin to wiggle, you'll get both a dick to your ass and a bullet to your 


brain... all at once." 


A flash of crazed hope ran thru Vince and burned away all in 


a second. He'd already lost that game. It was no use making it any worse. 


"I won't.. wiggle," he struggled between sobs. "Nikki.. why's all 
that..." 


Nikki threw his Magnum onto the bedside table and leaned over 


so that his lips were just at Vince's ear. 


"Just because | want it so, baby," he said gently. "Just because 


| want." 


Right. Vince knew that was the best reason for Nikki, didn't 


he? 

Nikki kissed his neck again. Right behind the ear. Vince shuddered. 

He shuddered each time Nikki's lips or fingertips touched his skin. He just 
couldn't help it. 


"Relax, baby," Nikki said, almost tenderly, and then added much 


more prosaically, "Or else it's gonna hurt like a mutha" 


Vince had a suspicion it was going to hurt like a mutha anyways. 


He gritted his teeth at the sound of the zipper being undone. 

"Ahh, damn, Vince.. Vincey.." Nikki's hard cock slapped against 

Vince's butt, and Vince prayed madly for a blackout. "Awww-some. Y'know babe, 
you never looked better," laughter. "Ah, OK. Here we go." 

Vince's legs were unceremoniously shoved apart, calloused fingers 

parted his ass cheeks. Vince gritted his teeth even tighter. He hoped he wouldn't 
scream. He knew only too well what effect it was going to have on Nikki. If 
Vince started screaming from pain, Nikki would just lose it. He'd go insane. 

He just loved it. Vince hoped he wouldn't.. 

Nikki slammed into him in one wild thrust. 

Vince screamed. 


And screamed again. And again. And again, and again, and again. 


And again. 


There. Fucking bliss. 


Youre in him, on him, all over him. He's yours, yours, YOURS, 


YOURS! 
Hell, and you haven't come yet? 
A fucking surprise! 


He's screaming Let him scream. Nevermind It won't last 


long 
He's in your arms 
h your hands. 
At your fingertips 
You touch him. 
You can taste him. 


YOURS. 


"Wow, baby..." Nikki gasped. "So tight... 


Vince didn't doubt it was. He gave another scream. So much pain! 

He'd never thought it was so much pain. Now he knew what Vanity must have felt. 
Not just pain. Pain, yes, because the hard thing moving inside him seemed to 

be covered with sandpaper... But that just wasn't all. There was that feeling. 


That you were broken into. Desecrated. Turned inside out. 


Vince shut his eyes in pain and shame and screamed again. 


Your delight - so unearthly and unspeakable at first - turns 

into a twisted kind of bittersweet pleasure as he keeps screaming. That's all 

he does - he screams. Lies face down beneath you, not resisting and not keeping 
your rhythm, Like some kind of a corpse. 


Only corpses dont scream. 


Youre not so dizzy anymore and now you can just fuck. Not 
slam into hm madly, clutching at his hps like there's no tomorrow. Just fuck. 
And savor the feelings. You need to remember it. For the rest of your life. 


Even if its not such a long time. 


You let your hands wander all over his body. He's shivering 
Breathing heavily and shallowly between screams. Your darker part takes pleasure 
in this sensory input. 


Your lighter part is nowhere to be seen 
Bittersweet. 
Sweet 


Bitter. 


Vince wheezed instead of the next scream. His throat hurt. Nikki's 

fingers sunk deep into his hips, he thought they'd gone all the way thru to 

the bone. His throat hurt, his hips hurt and everything below his waist felt 

as if he was torn apart. He didn't care much for shame anymore. He concentrated 


on the pain 
And exactly at this moment pain grew less unbearable. 


Vince didn't know why. Maybe he had gotten used to it. Or maybe 

it was shock. Or maybe it was because Nikki slowed down a bit and was now pushing 
rather than slamming. For Vince, it didn't matter. He was thankful for this 

hint of a break. 


Nikki's hands left his hips - another good thing - and went roaming 
all over Vince's body. He didn't mind right now. It was better than the previous 
death-grip. After this, these touches were nearly.. soothing. 


Nikki's fingers traced patterns on his lower back. His other 
hand snaked under Vince and rubbed against his chest as Nikki leaned over and 
kissed his hair. Vince sighed brokenly. Nikki's breath came out in that staccato 


way that always comes with arousal. 


Wait. 


What the fuck is THIS feeling?! 


He stops screaming All these sighs come instead Maybe he's 
foo tired to scream. Or maybe it was a good decision to fnd a steady rhythm. 


Hs skin is so smooth. 


You marvel at the feelings, touching him first with the very 
tps of your fingers, then rubbing your palms over him 


Youre caught inside him. 


Seems you couldn't pull out if you wanted to, And you don’t 
want to. You hold on for impossibly long, that's a wonder. 


For the first time you wish you were facing him. To see his 


eyes. What's in them? Pain? Hate? Shock? 
Reproach? 


You could take it all It would add fo your cocktail It tastes 
Ike whiskey and soda where's too much whiskey. So heady. So burning 


Oh my. 


Did he just lean into your touch??? 


This feeling, that dulled the pain, took the edge away. Vince 


gasped, not believing in it. He was beginning to like it?! 


"Noooo," he whispered, but the words couldn't really change a 


thing, of course. 
He was beginning to get hard. 


Impossible. God, impossiblell! 


But true. 


Something inside him began to respond to the rhythmical pounding. 
Something in the pit of his stomach. His body was betraying him. 


It wasn't quite like pleasure yet, but the rhythm all of a sudden 

became comfortable and Vince felt the urge to support it, follow it, get caught 
in it and start rocking. Nikki's palm at his chest caught his nipple and Vince 
couldn't help arching his back and leaning into his touch. 


Holy shit. Unreal. 
And... 


Vince's eyes widened. He bit down the sound, which, as he realized 

amazedly, would have been a moan. Nikki had just hit some sensitive spot inside 

him. Something.. A funny thought turning over in Vince's aching head told him 

he knew the name for that thing.. and there came REAL pleasure. So acute it nearly 


made him wanna scream again. 


Before Vince could do anything about it, it repeated. He gasped. 
He blushed desperately. What kind of a whore was he? He was enjoying being raped, 
right? 


Oh the shame. 


Now it was back, burning him, and fuelling his pleasure in a strange 

way. Shame and pleasure, the way you feel when you open up your dad's dirty 
magazine for the first time. Nikki's hand snaked down from his chest and found 
his full-erect cock. 


"Owow!" he could hear that smirk in Nikki's voice. That half-smile 
of his. "Looki! Vince, you blonde coquette, and | never knew! Wonderful, sweets. 


Just wonderful." 


Vince bit down another moan. Nikki's fingers closed around Vince's 


cock and he gave it a good stroke. Vince bit thru the pillow. Hard. 
"Aw, come on. Don't be so coy. | know you're a slut anyway.” 


Vince bit his lip, but his teeth slipped away from it and he gave 


a loud moan, so lustful he just amazed himself. 


"Yeah. Right. You're hotter than hell, blondie." 


Prostate. That was the word. The thing Nikki kept hitting. Knowing 

it didn't help a bit. Vince moaned again and found himself rocking back against 
Nikki's thrusts involuntarily. Nikki rubbed his calloused thumb against the 
head of Vince's cock, and Vince cried his name out. He wasn't in control of 


himself anymore. 
"Nikki! Ni-i-i-i-kkilll" 
"Yes, babe. Here for you." 


Nikki jerked him up slightly, and now he was standing on all fours. 

In Vanity's place. Doggystyle, that's what they call it. The feeling of being 
intruded turned into the feeling of being filled, and it felt right. Nikki grasped 
a handful of his hair, tugging on it, but Vince didn't mind at all. It felt 

right, too. He felt his body tightening. He was on the very edge.. on the very 
edge... 


Over it. 


Over it with a hoarse long-drawn scream, high-pitched even for 


and his cum, so burning hot, shot out into Vince, adding to his sensations, 


making his orgasm painfully strong. 


His own cum coated Nikki's fingers and for a few seconds Vince 


was lost for this world. 


He slumps forward, shivering. You pull out - it turns out 

strangely easy to do now. You fall onto the sheets next fo him and put one arm 
around his shoulders. He doesnt mind right now; you suspect that he barely 
acknowledges it at all 


But of course, he will Later. 


You cant come to grips with your own feelings. For some reason 
it stil feels bitter. Youre pretty much puzzled Perplexed Sure, you didn't 


expect him to.. 


Like it? But did he like it? 
You don't really think so. 


He sighs and his shoulders move under your arm. And you're 


sure that when he comes to senses completely he'll try to brush it off. 

You fucked him. You made him like it You made him hard. You 

made him moan and groan and scream with lust. You made him cry your name out, 
asking for more. You made him come. 


And you know he will hate you for if. 


forever. 


To be continued 


Vince squirmed and threw Nikki's arm off. Surprisingly, Nikki 
didn't mind. Vince sighed and rolled over to his back. He was achy. 


Nikki lay on his back next to him, his eyes closed, his face quiet 
and dreamy. But there was something about that quiet that Vince didn't like. 


It was... unnatural. As if.. 
Actually, Nikki looked... dead. 


He wasn't, of course. He was breathing, his chest going up and 
down slowly. Vince frowned. Why would he care? 


He wouldn't mind if Nikki were dead, after all. 


"Wanna cigarette?" the unfortunately undead Nikki asked, his eyes 


still closed 

"Nah," Vince managed, almost inaudibly. 

"Then give me one. The pack's on the table. Next to my gun" 

Vince winced. He couldn't help casting a quick glance in that 

direction. The gun! Nikki seemed nearly asleep, and the gun was oh so close! 
He could just reach out a hand take it and.. 


And what? 


Vince chewed his lip.= What do you mean - what? Take it. Shoot 


him. He raped you. He's the only one who knows it, the only reminder, the symbol 


of your disgrace, just get rid of him and it will be all OK, all the way it 
used to be..= 


Vince sighed again, took the pack of cigarettes and handed it 

to Nikki. Nikki's eyes never opened, but his hand rose to meet Vince's halfway. 
As if he saw. To hell with it. He'd probably have outdone Vince in that attempt, 
anyway. And it was never going to be the way it used to be. 

"And a lighter, please." 


"There's none on the table." 


Vince didn't know how to talk to him now. He didn't know how he 


was going to face him ever again, in studio or.. 
Wait. There wouldn't be any studio. 


Of course Vince couldn't stay in the band after that all, could 


he? 


| know. There's one on the windowsill. Lift up your perky little 
ass and bring it here." 


Vince felt so much anger all at once, its a wonder he didn't 


blow up. 
"lim fucking leaving!" he hissed and started to get up. 


Nikki's fingers circled his wrist, caught it in a steel-firm grip. 


Like a handcuff. 

"No you're not" 

Vince tried to break away from that grip. In vain 

"Fuck! You got what you wanted! Let me go, motherfucker!" 


Nikki opened his eyes and Vince felt sickening weakness spread 


all over his body. His eyes were the same. It still wasn't over. 


"You don't know what | want, Vince. You never did and you never 


will." 


"You can't hold my hand forever, Sixx," Vince spat out threw clenched 


teeth. 


"I needn't. The house is locked up. You don't know where the key 

is. ts only a matter of time before we get to the same old game of cat-and-mouse, 
and it never lasts long within four walls. You can call the police, though... 

but." Nikki's lips curled into that half-smile again. Vince hated it. "For some 

reason | just can't imagine you saying to the fucker in LAPD, ‘Sir, my bassist 

has just raped me, and please, would you come over before he does it again." 


Vince turned his eyes down. 


"Gosh. You blushed again. That's lovely, Vincey-boy. To wind my 
speech up," Nikki's grip grew tighter. "Stop playing the shrinking violet and 
bring me my lighter" 


He let Vince go. Vince got up clumsily and made his way to the 

window. It hurt a little, but not so terribly much, and he was practically sure 
he wasn't bleeding. Which was good. He grabbed a lighter and peeped out of the 
window. High. Too high. Plus there was asphalt for yards around. And the first 
floor windows were all barred. Vince didn't really consider it a way out, so 

he wasn't too much disappointed. He got back to the bed and handed Nikki the 
lighter. Nikki took it. Not even looking at him. That was good, too. Vince thought 
for a second and then sat down on the bed gingerly. Whatever was coming, he 


was in no condition to play cat-and-mouse Tonight. 


"In fact, | could keep you here for weeks," Nikki said dreamily 

and giggled. Vince shivered. He hoped it was a joke. One of those sick jokes 

Nikki was so good at cracking. Nikki went on musing about it, as if he didn't 
notice Vince's reaction, Vince was sure he did. And liked it. "Yeah, cuz no-one 
would care.. would they? Who will call AIl if you're not home for a month, huh, 


Vincey? Is there anyone of the kind that | should know about?" 
"I do have a family. And Tommy might call." 


"Yeah, and next he will call me. He will ask if I've seen you 

around. | might say yes. Damn, | can even tell him the truth. | can say, ‘Yes, 
Tom, he's in my house, and I'm about to fuck him: | think he'll laugh, Vincey. 
| think all he will do is fucking laugh." 


Vince stayed silent. There wasn't anything he could say that would 


change the situation, anyway. 


"| won't do it, of course. All | need is tonight. And not the 

greater part of it. Its only.." Nikki opened his eyes a crack just to glance 
at a small digital clock on the table. "Wow, it's only IO PM. Dude, we have 
a shitload of time!" 


Vince shivered again. This time Nikki wasn't joking. And he was 
afraid to think about that endless time that he had to survive. 


He was so much confused. He didn't know what to think. He didn't 

know what to feel. What had happened to him was unmistakably a bad experience. 
But.. but there were a few “but's. It hurt. It felt good. He felt destroyed. 

He felt complete. He hated Nikki. He cared for Nikki. 


Did he want him again? 
God no. 
Hell yes. 


"We thought you were in Tokyo," he said, trying to change the 
subject, at least slightly. 


"I know. | came back today's morning. Hope you'll excuse me. | 
had no fucking desire to call up you or Vanity and say, ‘I'm home, don't try 


to screw in my bed, please." 


Vince shut up again Vanity was one subject he had even less desire 


to talk about now. 


"Hope you understand your band is over after this all," he said 
rather harshly after a pause. 


"Yes," a shrug. Another pause. A sigh. "At this point, | couldn't 


care less." 


Vince stared at him. Nikki didn't look at him. He closed his eyes, 
letting his cigarette smolder in his fingers. Damn. He looked dead again. Vince 
just couldn't stand it. He didn't know why. There was something terribly definite 


about it. Some fearful determination. Something final. 


"What's going on, Nikki?" he asked, his voice trembling. "You 
changed..." 


"No. | didn't. I've been moving towards this point for all these 
years. And now I'm finally at the end of this road. This fucking road..." a half-smile 
again. Vince tried to remember the times when it wasn't the only smile Nikki 


could put on. There used to be such times. And not too long ago. 
But Vince couldn't remember them. 

Nikki sighed and opened his eyes. 

"Come on here, sweet thing. One last time. And | let you go. OK?" 


That sounded so soft, Vince was taken aback by it. And felt that 


strange fear again 
"Vi ncey." 


Vince took a deep breath and slowly lay down beside him. Nikki 


pulled him close, one arm on Vince's shoulders, another one around his waist. 
‘lm going to kiss you. Don't bitch. Please." 


Vince shivered again and nodded, then put his face up, his eyes 
closed, his lips slightly parted. He felt Nikki's hot breath over his lips for 


a second. Then Nikki crushed his own lips to Vince's in a sizzling kiss. 


Vince moaned under his breath and clutched at Nikki's shoulders. 

They rolled over, and now Nikki was on top of him, his weight pressing Vince 

into the bed. His body was so hot, it seemed he had caught a fever. Vince was 
trembling. He knew it was going to be painful again, but now he knew pain wouldn't 
come alone. It'd bring pleasure along, that guilty pleasure that was second 


to none. 


He hated himself for wanting it so badly. 


How funny. This time everything goes so smoothly, its easy 

fo fool yourself into believing that everything is normal. That youre just 

having a date. As if you just made him an indecent offer and he agreed No guns. 
No threats. Kisses and touches and sounds. 


Almost perfect 


But this time you see his eyes. 

He's lying on his back, his legs wide apart, and you are between 

these legs, and he is clutching at your shoulders and moaning, moaning.. When 
he moans, his eyes are closed 

But he opens them every few seconds 


Its like a hit 


Hs cocktail might taste even bitterer than yours. There're 
so many ingredients thrown in. Shame. Pleasure. Rage. Tenderness. Lust. Disgust. 


Love. Hate. 


It sends electricity thru your body. H makes you lose your 


mind again 

Your rhythm quickens, and he begins to scream. Now his eyes 

are open. All the time. You suddenly find it hard to breath You cant look 
away. Its a trap. 

You are trapped 

Its not the way it was before. Before, he belonged fo you. 

Now you belong to each other. 

You are one. 

And these eyes burn you 

You are lost in them. 

As he's getting closer, hate, love, disgust, lust, tenderness, 

rage, pleasure and shame change rapidly in his gaze, like pieces of colored 
glass in a kaleidoscope. And then, one by one, they begin to burn away. The 
first fo go is shame. Then disgust. And then they vanish too fast for you fo 
see. Hate burns away slowly but surely, and then all that you see is just.. 


Love. 


You scream. 


Nikki screamed and exploded into Vince. Vince echoed with his 


own scream, following his own explosion. 


Nikki collapsed onto his chest, breathing heavily. Vince whimpered 

softly. Simultaneous orgasm, he thought with a smirk. For the second time running. 
He had once dated a sexologist, and she had told him that simultaneous orgasm 

in itself was a very rare thing, and could only happen if the couple in question 


was incredibly sexually compatible and trusted each other like no-one else. 


Much she knew. 


He had to leave now. He knew he had to. Otherwise he would never 


be able to break out of this vicious circle. 

‘Its time you let me go, Sixx. You promised.” 

Nikki sighed and looked up at him. Vince gasped. Not from fear. 

The moment he saw Nikki's eyes he knew this time he would let him go. But there 
was so much pain! Much more, Vince thought in shock, than he himself had ever 
felt or would ever feel. 

"You sure you need to go?" 

"Yes," Vince pushed him off desperately. "I totally have to!" 


Or else he would never make it back home. 


Nikki got up. Opened the bedside table drawer. He looked tired, 
and sad, and... 


Ironic? 


There was just a hint of smile on his lips, and Vince liked it 


no more than his nearly dead looks. That is, didn't like it at all. 
Nikki took a set of keys from the drawer and tossed it to Vince. 


"Go. Leave the doors open, I'm leaving soon Leave the keys in 


the gate lock. Be so kind." 


Vince nodded and picked up his clothes. Nikki sat down on the 
floor, slouched between the bedside table and a wardrobe. He watched Vince dress. 
Vince felt uncomfortable, but what could he do? He had to hurry. To leave this 


house and its owner behind. As if it were a bad dream. 


He couldn't help feeling that Nikki was reading his thoughts; 


and that it was the reason that smirk never left his lips. 


Before leaving, Vince turned to Nikki and said, not looking him 
in the eye: 


"Whatever you say, something is seriously wrong with you, Sixx. 


Not that | care by now, but you'd better go see a psychiatrist or something." 
That crooked smile. Vince felt a burning urge to bump Nikki's 

head into a wall and with his fingers twist the other corner of his mouth into 
a smile, too, so that it was symmetrical. 

‘Oh, Vincey, tell me something | DON'T know. Of course something 

is wrong. A lot is wrong. But hell, was it ever right?" Nikki sighed. "I guess 

it's drug addiction, right? Or.." his smirk was harsh. "Or maybe I'm in love." 


Vince laughed. His laughter was just as harsh. 


"Oh! So, THAT is what you call love!" He shook his head and made 


his way out of the room. 
Just before slamming the door he heard Nikki whisper: 


"| don't know any better." 


You hear him open your security gate. There. Now he's free. 

You've just lost him. 

You get up, fasten your jeans and go down the stairs and all 

the way back to the bathroom. Now you can afford yourself a little treat, can't 


you? 


But before you get to open the locker, the mirror on the bathroom 
wall catches your eye. That very mirror you havent looked in for ages. You 


don't have much use for mirrors these days at all But now you slowly tum towards 


it. Step up to it And take a look 


What you see makes you wanna cry. Or scream. But you do neither. 
You just stare. 


You look lke death warmed up. Your skin is pale, whiter than 

a bride's dress. Shadows under your eyes look nearly black against it. You are 
skinny. You really werent aware you were losing weight so quickly recently, 
Your arms are covered in long, discolored track marks. The ends of your hair 


look split and fried 
You are disintegrating. 


Some part of you wonders with dark humor what it is that strikes 
you so badly. Didnt you know that? You knew you were ruming out of time. Now 


you can just see it 


You turn away from the locker. You want to end it in style, 


And what is Motley style? Party hard. What else. 


So you return to the hall and grab a phone book. You thumb 

thru the pages. Alphabet letters struggle to make sense to you. R. Robbin Crosby. 
Hell, shouldn't he be under C? You never did anything right in your life, Sixx, 

you can't even keep a phone book the way normal people do. Anyway, Robbin would 
do. He is also into your kind of fun And he knows a couple of pushers. 


That he calls you his best friend stands only the third reason 


in the row. 

You dial his number and in a couple of minutes its in the 

bag. You'll pick him up in your limo and you'll go to some club and raise hell 
You put the phone down and turn a few pages. S Here, Slash The guitar dude 
from the band that will open for you in America on your next four. 

Only they won't. 

Affer today, there won't be any next four. 


You dont fell him that when you call him up. Instead you invite 
him to join in the fun He agrees. Great. A company guaranteed 


There's nothing worse than dying alone, after all 


You pick up the phone again and call up your limo driver. 


Vince forgot to order a limo or a taxi from Nikki's. Actually, 
he couldn't even imagine himself asking Nikki, "Say, Nik, can | use your phone?" 


It was Too common. Too everyday. He'd have broken into hysterics if he had said 


that. 


He was lucky enough to catch a taxi with a driver who believed 
him when he promised he'd have money to pay on arrival. Now he could just relax 
in the back seat. Maybe, think it over. He didn't really want to think it over. 


But he would have to, sooner or later.. so why not now? 


The sound of the car engine was steady and comforting, creating 

a warm cozy feeling. Vince looked out of the car window absently, not really 
seeing much. Maybe, to forget was really the wisest decision. Maybe, he could 
just tell Tommy and Mick that he was tired of that alienation they'd sentenced 
him to after he got released from jail. He doubted they would want to dig deeper. 
Tommy was too involved with Heather, and Mick was so disgusted in everything 


he himself was on the edge of quitting. As for Nikki.. 
"At this point, | couldnt care less." 


Vince twitched and wondered again, what was going on. Everything 

was a madhouse. Nikki had raped him. (Vince's inner bitch asked, giggling, if 

it still could be considered a raping when he had come twice; he frowned and 
waved the giggling voice off) It was unspeakable, of course... and yet somehow 
it seemed more OK than that single phrase of his. Maybe Vince was still under 
shock, or maybe Nikki had always been dark, so that recent twist seemed more 
or less logical.. But it was easier to accept being raped by him than hearing 


these words from him: 
"At this point, | couldnt care less." 


They'd been broke. They'd been hungry. They'd been messed around. 

They'd been screwed. They'd been through so much, it could have killed a weaker 
band. And yet, in any situation, Nikki believed in Motley Crue with almost fanatical 
dedication. This band was his family, his wife and his kid. He held onto it 

stronger than anyone else, he put more into this band than any of them. Throughout 
their history, through the bad times and through the good times, among thousands 


of people who hated the band, and millions of those who loved it, Nikki had 
always been Motley Crue's biggest fan 


"At this point, | couldnt care less." 


It wasn't just something that was wrong, Vince thought with sudden 
unease. If Nikki meant what he said - and he almost always did - then, hell, 


the whole world was falling. 


"There's that dude from Megadeth, he's in the next room. Lets 
go see him. Hey, Nikki" 


Youre sprawled on the bed in Slash's hotel room and Robbin 
has to crouch fo talk fo you. You don’t even know anyone from Megadeth, you 
couldn't take another step to save your Iife and you sure don't look like you 


could But youre not surprised Robbin didn’t take that into consideration 
He's drunk Wasted Legless Fucked-up. 


Aren't you all 


You were at the Cathouse together and you had fun You don't 
remember much, that's exactly how you know you did. As a result, its a hard 
work for you fo even open your mouth to tell Robbin no. 


‘im-m-m.. mmm... not going." 
"What?" 


‘ld better stay," you find some strength fo nod in the direction 

of Robbins drug dealer who's patiently waiting at the window. Robbin smiles. 
His smile beams in front of your eyes, your blurred vision, and stays there 
even when he gets up. Like that Cheshire cat from "Alice in Wonderland”. Its 
bizarrely funny, and you laugh. Very softly. You're too tired fo laugh loud 


‘Nothing is ever enough for you, is it, Sixx?" Robbin shakes 
his head "One day it's going to prove to much for you." 


He has no idea its exactly the day. Or the night. It doesn't 

matter, but it makes you laugh again, but you can't really laugh anymore, so 
you chuckle. Slash is looking at you, but you can't fell what he's thinking. 

Hell, maybe he isnt looking at you, to start with He's one of the three guys 


in Rock that keep the mystery of their eyes to themselves and their hair, the 
other two being Johnny Thunders and you 


Granted Johnny is already dead, tomorrow Slash will be the 
only one of his kind. 


You smile and close your eyes. h a couple of seconds you hear 
the door bang Awesome. 


"Nikki?" 

"Yes," you force your eyes open. "You said you had some Persian.." 

n Ye s " 

"Take the money. Tie me off and shoot me up." 

Youre foo sloppy fucked up to do it yourself. You always do 

it yourself, because the last time a pusher shot you up you overdosed and nearly 
got thrown away with the trash Well, tonight its high time you tried it again 
"No problem. How much?" 

"Ten cc. Well, you might take more, | wouldnt mind" 

He stares at you with that funny look on his face, as if he 

cant decide if you're kidding or youre totally bonkers. Nobody wants fo kill 

a man when he really wants fo die, why is it so? This world IS unfair, dammit. 


"Come on. Ten cc. Now. Im all achy." 


He grins. Yes, sir, your client. A total junkie. But you won't 
get any more of my money. No no no. If you do your job OK. 


He ties you off and plunges Persian into your veins. 


Even before he pulls the needle out, you know its over. You 
feel it race thru your body. You feel it rush fo your heart. You feel. 


You feel as if a 38-ton truck runs you over, and then you don't 
feel anything anymore. 


Darkness is a blessing 


You fall 


Vince took another swig of Jack Daniel's. He was supposed to 
be on probation, he thought with a smirk. Fuck that. Good ole Jack was the only 
thing that was normal in this twisted world And he needed some normalcy. He 


needed it desperately. 


He had called Vanity half an hour ago. He felt he had to. He hadn't 
expected her to pick up the phone, but she did. It had been a weird little talk 


"Hello." 
"Hello, can I.. Damn. Vanity... that's you?" 


"Me, Vinnie," a strange sound, a mixture of a sob and a laugh. 


"| think it's me." 

A pause. 

| don't really think you wanna hear me. | understand...” 
‘It's okay." 

"I just wanted to know if you made it home alright 
‘It's okay. | did. | had some money in my purse." 
Silence. 

"How are you?" 

"Me?" 

"Dont tell me he just let you go." 

Another pause. 


"He didn't." 


"I thought so. l'm not asking you what it was. But Vince... you 


were right.” 

"Vanity?" 

"You were right. | should've been afraid" 
Long silence. Breathing. 

‘I'm sorry, Vanity." 

"So am |, Vinnie. So am |." 

Dial tone. 


Vince frowned and took another swig. It turned out to have emptied 
the bottle. Good things always go so fast. And things you hate seem to last. 


Oops. He was rhyming? Ha, he could make a songwriter! 


"lll be a solo artist," Vince said aloud, addressing himself 

and the empty bottle. "Ill be rich and famous for about half a year, and then 
Ill tragically die of cirrhosis. Because the richer I'll get the more I'l 

drink" To emphasize his words he took another bottle of Jack and opened it 
with a Swiss army knife. 


= I'm just washing down the pain, = he made a hasty excuse for 
his conscience that came alive in the most inappropriate time. = | have every 


right to do that. Ive suffered a lot in my life. = 
His conscience didn't believe him. To hell with that bitch. 


Pain. How the hell could Nikki's eyes accommodate so much pain? 


It was.. technically impossible. 


Vince frowned again. Weren't there better things to think about? 
Nikki's eyes. Phew. One didn't really see much of his eyes, and once one did, 
he wished he hadn't. Piercing and cold, that's what they were if they weren't 


insane. Even when Nikki smiled... 
When he smiled... 


hen he smiled a normal smile, a GOOD smile... 


Vince sighed. In fact, Nikki had really nice eyes at times. 


The times Nikki chose to be nice, he was the nicest dude on the 
planet. 


Vince drank to the times when they were a team. To the times when 
Nikki hadn't been a junkie, Tommy hadn't been pussywhipped, Mick hadn't shut 
the world out so categorically and Vince himself hadn't killed anybody in a 


drunken car crash. He drank to the good old times. He mourned them. 


Then he turned out the lights, collapsed onto his bed and fell 


asleep almost immediately. 


Youre on your back, moving thru some kind of a corridor. Everything 

around is white and shapeless. You struggle fo figure out what is that you see, 

but you cant make out a thing As if your eyes are malfunctioning The idea 
scares you, and you want to speak up, but you can't open your mouth. Even these 
small muscles in your throat that produce sounds, that usually move even if 
you're just thinking of saying a word, now are not even twitching 


That scares you even more. 


Sounds are whooshing in and out of your ears. White noise. 


Everything is way too white for you 

A few words slowly emerge from the noise. 

We're losing him, we're losing him! 

And then you get it 

You are dying 

You didn't die at once, when you were unconscious, as you hoped. 

It is going to take a little more time than you expected You're going to feel 
your life sipping away from you drop by drop. Stitch by stitch Grain by grain 
Breath by breath 


Wait.. 


Are you breathing? 


We're losing him, we're losing him... 

And all of a sudden, you are scared Really scared Scared 

down to your shit. All of a sudden you dont want fo die so much anymore. All 
of a sudden you want to rewind that all back and.. 

We're losing him, we're losing him.. 

Words echo in your head as you scream silently for help, knowing 

all the time that no-one will help you this time. The echo begins fo de away. 
You clutch onto it as long as you can, but it isnt really long You let go. 
There's hardly a you anymore. 

We're losing him, we're losing him.. 

We're losing him... 

We're losing... 


Lost 


Getting phone calls in the middle of the night is never pretty. 

Especially if you're really tired and had just gotten asleep. That was the first 
thought that went thru Vince's head when the phone ringing woke him up. He felt 
pissed off. Even here, in his own house, after a nightmarish evening, he couldn't 
get a piece of rest and quiet. He didn't open his eyes. He didn't want to pick 

it up. He didn't want to move at all. 


But it kept ringing and the sound was beginning to make his head 


ache. 
Vince rolled over and answered it, still half asleep. 
"Vince?.. Vince!" 


"Don't fucking yell in my ear, you bastard!" Vince hissed, twitching. 
"Who the fuck is it, anyway?" 


"That's Rich... Rich Fisher. Oh Vincel.." 


"Rich?" Vince struggled to wake up. Rich Who? Oh yeah, Rich Fisher. 


Their tour manager. But why was he so wound up? "What's up, dude?" 


It was quite the moment for Vince to feel some premonition, he 

thought much later. So that he could tell afterwards, "The very second | heard 
his voice, | smelled disaster!". But funnily enough, Vince didn’t feel a thing. 

Up to the very second he heard these words: 


"Nikki's in hospital. He overdosed. Finally. Gosh, what are we 
going to do?!" 


Vince woke up at once. As if someone poured a bucket of icy water 

over him. Nikki had overdosed. Damn, it was something they all expected, wasn't 
it? Vince jumped off the bed and turned the light on, still holding the phone. 
And then another late thought struck him. He went cold. Sat back on the bed, 


listening to Rich's heavy breathing. Rich was so desperate, as if.. 
"Rich... but.. he is alive, isn't he?" 


"Vince... | don't really know.. no-one confirms nothing.. but they 


say.." Rich gulped. "They say he is dead." 


Vince slowly closed his eyes. Slowly let his breath, caught in 
his chest, come out with a whistle. Slowly unclenched his fingers before he 


broke his nails against the plastic receiver. 


Please, find it out for me," he heard his own voice, amazingly 
calm and steady, as if from the side. "Please find it out and then call me again, 


won't you?" 


"Sure... yes, sure.. | need to do a shitload of calls. You were the 


first one to get the call, Vince." 


"Thank you," Vince said, hating the very voice of Rich for telling 
him that. "Thank you." 


He put the phone down and crouched on the bed, rubbing his temples 
with his fingers. Trying to come to grips with the very idea that Nikki was.. 


"You don't know if he's dead or not," Vince snarled at himself. 


"Stop this shit!" 


He forced himself to get up. "I need to get dressed," he said 
aloud. "So that | can visit him in hospital if he's alive." 


As he was dressing up, the events of the evening flashed thru 
his mind, repeating again and again, as if it was a piece of a movie film roll, 
cut and glued into a ring. Fear. Pain. Pleasure. Nikki's eyes. Fear, pain. Pleasure. 


Nikki's eyes. Fear, pain, pleasure. Nikki's eyes. 
Nikki's eves. 
"You sure you need fo go?" 


"What did you think, Sixx?" Vince whispered thru clenched teeth, 

trying to get over that lump in his throat. "Did you think that raping me was 
the best way to keep me in? Was | supposed to be madly happy and never want 
to leave this place? What else could | do?!" 


He was right. He knew he was right. Besides, he was the injured 
party, wasn't he? 


Then why did he feel guilty? 


Vince gasped as the phone rang again. He leapt towards it, nearly 


tripping over a chair, and grabbed the receiver. 

"Yes?" 

"Mr. Neil." the voice on the other end of the line was vaguely 

familiar. "I've just found a phone... I'm sorry I'm calling so late, but | don't 
know anybody else's number...” 

"Who is it?" 

"Boris. Oh, you don't remember me, l'm Mr. Sixx's driver..." 

"| do remember," Boris was a limo driver who always worked for 

Nikki. After Vince had his driving license recalled, Nikki had given him a few 


lifts, so he knew Boris.. and he knew why he was calling. But he managed another 


question. "What happened, dude?" 
"Nikki... Mr. Sixx... he's dead, Mr. Neil" 


Vince's heart missed a beat. 


"You sure, Boris?" 


"Hundred percent sure, Mr. Neil. | was waiting outside that Plaza 

hotel.. and | saw the pusher, the drug dealer he and Mr. Crosby brought along... 
God, Mr. Neil, this guy jumped out of the second floor window! Jumped out of 

the window and ran down the street yelling, ‘I killed Nikki Sixx! He looked 

insane, downright insane... And then the paramedics pulled up, and in a couple 

of seconds they carried Mr. Sixx out on a stretcher.. He was covered with a sheet, 
Mr. Neil. All covered. They said he was dead," the guy's voice was trembling. 

"They were going to take him to some hospital, Cedar Sinai, | think.. and one 

of them said it was a DOA. He's dead." 


"Thank you, Boris," Vince whispered, all of a sudden getting dizzy. 
"Thank you... I'm sorry, but | need to..." 


"Oh, sure, | just thought you should know!" Boris hung up. 


Vince put the phone down and only then realized he was crying. 


Fat, shameless tears were rolling down his face, and he hadn't even been aware. 
So it was true. 

Nikki was dead. 

Gone, forever. 

Forever. 


There would be no more fights. No more fear. No more humiliation 


No more bad memories. 


No more good memories. No more jokes that might have been sick, 

but never failed to make Vince laugh. No more parties with Vince drinking himself 
into a stupor and Nikki dragging him home on his back. No more shows, when Vince 
would come all across the stage and lean against Nikki's sweated body, and that 


would feel like the best thing on Earth, brotherhood and unity. 


No more smiles. Crooked or not. Vince would give a Fort Knox to 


see that half smile now. 


People never knew what they had until they lost it, and Vince 
had just found out how true it was. 


"| loved this bastard," he whispered, unbelievingly. "I really 
loved that arrogant son of a bitch?" 


He did. 


Vince cried harder, shivering, clutching at his T-shirt he had 
been going to put on before Boris's call. 


He had deserved that all, he thought, hitting his pride with a 

bitter masochistic pleasure. He had deserved that all, raping and a good smack 
in the teeth besides. All this time, he had seen Nikki slowly dying. Alll this 

time he, who called himself his friend, had left Nikki alone to fight his demons. 
He was so busy with himself! "I'm the scapegoat, I'm the injured party, l'm 


had any time to look around. And Nikki... 


"He never told!" a voice inside him argued. "He never wanted anyone 


to help him!" 


Vince fell onto the bed, curling into a tight fetal position, 
sobbing. 


Yes, Nikki never told, but was it really needed? Nikki was always 
so painfully open. If anyone had only bothered to look, he would see it all. 
And there was much to see. And some of that stuff wasn't pretty in the slightest. 


So much pain, so much pain.. 


Yes, he never wanted anyone to help him.. but had anyone ever really 

tried? And Nikki did need help. He was far from having his feet firm on the 
ground. It was seen right away that he was ready to fall every second. And when 
it happened, Vince wasn't there to catch him. 


Its not my responsibility!" the voice shrieked. "He has... 
Who? 


Nikki didn't have anybody. Most of his old friends preferred to 

keep their distance since he began to fool around with needles. His woman cheated 
on him, and though Vince had a lot to do with it, he doubted he was the only 

one. Nikki never talked about his family, but the only time Vince heard him 


mention his parents, he referred to his mother as "that crazy whore" and his 


father as a "traveling cum-trading salesman” As far as Vince knew, Nikki didn't 


have any family. All he had was his band. And Vince was a part of it. 
"You sure you need fo go?" 
That pain. 


Nikki knew he was dying. And couldn't find any reason to live. 

His family had betrayed him. His woman had betrayed him. His friends had betrayed 
him. His band had betrayed him. His dream had betrayed him, chased him into 

the eternal Catch 22 of starship. His body had betrayed him, taking to drugs 


more strongly than he had ever wished to. And Vince had betrayed him long ago. 
"You sure you need fo go?" 

Nikki had no choice but to rape him, because he really didn't 

know another way of keeping him in. He had tried, now, looking back, Vince could 
notice these little moments that were always lost. And by that evening, he had 
gotten just desperate. Knowing how little time he had left, knowing that it 


was his last chance.. He couldn't find any other way. He wasn't able to. 

'So, THAT is what you call love!" 

"| don't know any better." 

And he didn't: No-one had ever shown him another kind of love, 

how would he know? And Vince, sure as hell, hadn't shown him a thing. He had 


just run. Because HE had been hurt. 


This right, tear-stained night at the phone, must have been the 
only time in Vince's life he wasn't thinking about himself. 


"Oh Nikki," he sobbed, tearing at the T-shirt, biting his lips. 
"Nikki, why?!" 


"| don't know any better." 


Vince cried. 
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Light. So bright it hurts your eyes even though theyre still 
closed You hate white color, but if you had to choose between this light and 
the whiteness that was earlier, you'd pick the whiteness any time. 


You head aches. 

You ache. 

Therefore, youre alive. 

You fucked up again 

"Where did you get your drugs from?" 


The words rumble in your ears Ike thunderclaps and the light 

continues fo burn a hole thru your scull. But aching and disoriented as you 
are, you still begin to get the picture. You feel tubes running into your nose 
and needles taped against your arms. Holy shit, if there's one sensation you 


are able to recognize dead, alive or in delirium, thats a needle in your arm. 


Oh, and a cop. 


"Who gave you drugs?" 


The cop and his fucking flashlight. You shut your eyes even 

tighter and carefully take a deep breath Air streams into your lungs. Is 

dry and heavy and it smells with antiseptics, but it seems fresh and sweet to 
you. As if it were the first breath of air you've had in your entire life. You 


almost choke on it, You are alive. You are.. 


"Answer my question, you filthy junkielll* 


Youve been revived You've been given a second chance. You've 
Just taken the first breath in your life and here is the first human being talking 
fo you. What can you say? What can you fell him? 


Fuck you, officer." 
What else. 


"You little scumbag motherfucker!!!" he yells at you. h the 
silence of a hospital ward - and what else could it be if not a hospital ward? 
- he sounds louder than Mick's amplifier to you. "F you dont tell us." 


Your lps are dry and it hurts fo pull them apart and speak, 
but you scrape yourself together, twist your mouth into that infamous half-smile 
of yours and ask him, "Am | being held on anything?" 


You are ready to here "Why yes, you are!" You are ready to 
pull "I want my lawyer" on him. Even if they don't have a thing on you, why 


not lie.. Cops need their records 


But for some reason he doesn’t lie. He mutters, "Umm, no..." 
and you sigh and tell him too fuck off, and fall back into comforting darkness, 
away from this world of shouting monsters and burning lights.. 


You thought you passed out again, but you must have been wrong, 

because now youre standing in the hospital parking lot and you have your leather 
pants on Nothing else, just a pair of leather pants. Night breeze is cool and 
soothing, and you let it caress your face for a while, looking about. You know 
you can't stay here, because.. because.. who cares why. You can’t. You spot two 
girls sitting on the curb, crying Girls of twenty or so.. or maybe in their 

late teens At least one of them has a Crue T-shirt on 


Great. You walk over to them. "Hi" One of them - a dark-haired, 

pretty-faced thing - looks up and shrieks and jumps up. As if she had just seen 

a ghost - well, that's what she must be thinking, anyway, night? You cant help 
smiling. The other one, a shorter blonde, looks up and shrieks and jumps, foo. 

As if they were a couple of synchronized swimmers who suck at synchronizing Your 
smile broadens 


" Oh my God, Nkkil" 


"Yes, your God Niki" You can’t help laughing hard, and the 


whole scene is so surreal, they laugh, too. 


‘Shit, | must be hallucinating!" moans the blonde. "Everybody 


goes around saying you are dead!" 


"You can't really belleve people in Hollywood. That won't 

fake you far," you feel dizzy and have to cling to the brunette - why, in her 
heels she's almost as fall as you are! - in order not to fall "Well the truth 
is, | really dont feel all too good | see you've got a car here.. Say, can 

you guys give me a ride home?" 


"Sure!" they yell, for once sounding synchronized They lead 
you to their car - a small blue Mazda - and you collapse onto the passenger 


seat 


Free rides. The perks of starshp. 


The phone rang again. 

"Why can't you leave me alonelll" Vince yelled. The next second 

he rushed to the phone, ashamed of himself once again. That might be Rich with 
some news from the hospital.. 

As if there were going to be any good news. 

"Hello?" 


"Vince? It's Chuck Shapiro. Have you heard." 


"Yeah," Vince drew a heavy sigh. "Nikki's dead. If that's what 


you mean." 

"Fuck, everybody knows," Chuck muttered. "A journalist bitch has 

just woken me up asking for a quote. A quote for his obituary. God, what's going 
on?!" 


"So it is true," Vince whispered. "It really is true" 


Had he really been hoping for it to turn out otherwise? Had he 


been so naive? 


"| don't know!" Chuck, their spokesman, was panicked, but he was 
as reasonable as always. "We need to call the hospital. Damn, no-one is sure 


where he is..." 


"Cedar -Sinail" Vince shouted into the phone. "Cedar -Sinai, that's 


what his driver says! Do you have their number?" 


"I have my phone book," Chuck sighed. "Listen, don't hang up. 
l'Il get Cedar-Sinai on the other line, OK?" 


"Sure," Vince didn't even notice he was biting his thumb. Shit, 
that really looked like hysterics. "IIl wait right here!" 


By the time Chuck got Cedar-Sinai on the line, Vince had almost 
gnawed his thumb to the bone. At last a receptionist girl picked up the phone. 


"lim calling about Nikki Sixx!" Chuck blurted out without as much 


as saying hello to her. 


Her answer made Vince want to drive to that goddamn hospital and 
give her a biggest bunch of roses and the most passionate kiss any girl in the 
world had ever gotten. Even if she wasn't a girl at all and would turn out to 


be some old ugly thing with a girly voice. 

"Yeah, he just left." 

"He what?!" Chuck and Vince exclaimed in chorus. 
"He just left," the receptionist repeated patiently. 


"Wait," Chuck wasn't ready to believe in such luck. "You sure 


we mean one and the same Nikki Sixx? We've been told he was dead!" 


"| don't know, sir," the girl sounded tired. "But the Nikki Sixx 

we had here has just left. He pulled the tubes out of his nose, tore the IVs 
out of his arm and told everyone to fuck off, excuse my French. He left with 
only a pair of leather pants on" 


"Oh my god. So you are sure..." 


Let her be," Vince was finally able to speak up. "/ 
am sure. If all she says is true, who else could it be but that fucker. Its 


Nikki, true to form." 


He hung up, leaving Chuck to deal with a bit puzzled receptionist 
and trying to understand, how a human being could be so madly, insanely, irrationally 


happy as he was right now. 


All these voices. 


You dont want fo histen You dont want to hear. But they 
haunt you And finally they reach your mind, and you gasp, staring into space, 
wide-eyed. 


The girls in the Mazda have turned on the radio. And every 

radio station they pick up is reporting your death Its so bizarre.. its just 
surreal to sit in a passenger sit of a small blue Mazda and listen to voices 
felling you youre dead. ‘Nikki Sixx, the bass player of." - switch 

- ". three hours ago..." - switch - ".. is reported to be 

pronounced DOA..." - switch - '.. in Cedar-Sinai give no com-" 

- switch - '.. as a result of heroin overdose...” - switch! The blonde 

keeps switching stations until the brunette who's at the wheel stops her. The 
blonde stil does switch occasionally, but with longer breaks between switches. 


And right in time. Because now they begin to take calls from 
people. 


Your fans. 


Girls. Boys Men and women. Distant voices in the dead of the 
night 


So desperate. 
"Please tell me that's untrue!" 


"Dude, this guy's music kept ME from dying, he couldn't have 
died, he couldn't..." 


"Oh my God, he was SO young..." 


"| can't take it! How will | live now?!" 


"Why didn't anyone stop him?!" 

Your eyes are wide open and full of disbelief. 
They all care? 

They all care for you? 


She switches stations, but the voices are everywhere, breaking, 


trembling, hysterical, crying 
And you thought you were alone. 
Milions of people all around the world want you alive. 


You cant believe it 


That's so overwhelming that youre lost in this feeling and 
you don't even understand at once that the blonde is now trying to falk to you 


"Mikki... Nikki..." 
‘Leave him alone," the brunette pokes her. "He needs rest." 
"Wha?. Oh no, Im listening." 


"Nkki.. you're not going to do drugs anymore, are you?" her 
eyes are full of worry and concern, and you see tears on her eyelids. Oh God 


The brunette keeps silence, but her strained back repeats the 
same question And from the bottom of your heart you Tell them: 


‘OF course no." 
h a few minutes they pull up night in front of your house. 
Now you're in and alone again 


You drag your aching self to the couch in the hall and plop 


onto it, Home. Your home. 


So huge and dark and deserted 


You shudder. You think you've got something to do. You need 
fo call everybody fo fell them you're OK, right? You stretch out a hand to grab 
the phone.. 


It stops dead in the middle of the move. 
Call who? 
Who would care to know? 


Robbie? You doubt he's going to be home. You only hope you 
didn't cost hm any big problems with Los Angeles Police Department: 


Relatives? You don't have any except for your grandparents 

- oops. Except for your grandparent. Your grandmother is dead, and you were 
foo fucked up to even show up at her funeral You dont think your grandfather 
even knows you were dead. There's no reason to wake him up in the middle of 


the night. 
You two hadn't talked in the last few months, anyway. 


Your girlfriend? Even at the best point of your relationship 


she hardly cared if you were alive or not. 
Your house is too big. Too silent. Too dark. 


You roll into a ball on the couch and start wailing, Loudly. 

‘Somebody, please! Just somebody!!!" You need a little mothering You need somebody 
fo tum on the light - you ache too much to even get off the couch You need 
somebody to help you get to your bed You need somebody to make coffee for you. 
‘Oh please, just someone fo help!" 


But there's nobody around 
"Why didn't anyone stop him?!" 


You can't call Tommy. Last time you called in the middle of 

the night he told you, softly but rather firmly, "Dude, don't do it anymore. 

Heather gets pissed She thinks we have too little time to ourselves as it is." 
Tommy has changed so rapidly. He now calls you just to fell about his neighbors 

- the one fo the right is a major businessman, and the one fo the left is a 

famous lawyer who deals with homicide cases and earns ‘millions dude, just millions!" 


All you can think is all these people used fo be your enemies. 


But that was long ago. 

There's no point in calling Mick He probably won't answer 

the phone. He might have even disconnected it. He has too many problems of his 
own to deal with yours, anyway. And by this time of the day.. or of the night.. 
he is usually drunk out of his mind. 

And Vince.. 


Vince... 


There's something under the couch Some piece of cloth You 
only need to stretch your hand to take it. So you do it 


Its a headband. Thats all that you have left from Vince. 

He was probably glad to hear you were dead 

"Why didn't anyone stop him?!" 

With all the milions of people caring for you, youre still 

as lonely as ever. Alone in the middle of the crowd Where are they all? Where 
are all these people who called the stations? With their familes at home? With 
their friends at some party? With their lovers in their cars? 


"Why didn't anyone stop him?!" 


Because no-one was around to stop you That's why. Nobody cared 


enough to be around. 
To hell with that second chance you were given 


You dont need it 


You catch your breath. You calm yourself down. You smile. Affer 


all, isn't it funny that everyone thinks youre dead? 
The joke of the century. 


You slowly get up and change the message on your answering 


machine. 


‘Hello, its Nikki,” your recorded voice tells 
you. ‘tm not home because l'm dead.” 


Fuck yeah 


You go to the bathroom, open your locker, pull out a lump of 


heroin. You roll your sleeve up and tie off and stick the needle in your arm 
One sink of a syringe plunger. 

You knew it. You fucking knew it. All that love and care of 

all these millions of fans are not half as satisfying as one nice shot of good 
old heroin 

You are dizzy. You slide down the wall. But it feels good 

Somewhere, very far away, across the sea of fog that surrounds 


you, a phone rings. You hardly recognize the sound And you don't recognize 


the voice. 
‘Hello, it's Nikki. I'm not home because l'm dead.” 


Lights out: 


The security gates were flung open. 


Vince pressed the doorbell button anyway. No-one answered. He 


pressed it again. 
No reaction. 
Vince took a few cautious steps to the front door. It was closed 


but not locked, he could see it. Vince knocked on it. There still was no answer. 


He opened it a crack. 
"Nikki? Nikki!" 
No reply. 


Vince bit his lip, pondering on what he should do. He didn't know. 
He didn't know what he was doing here, in the first place. But he felt he had 


to come. 


He hadn't called Nikki that night. He had decided to wait until 
morning. He had been sure he wouldn't sleep a wink, but he actually had caught 
a couple of hours of sleep in the early morning. He had phoned Nikki somewhere 


about Il AM, after he woke up. No-one had answered the phone, but the message 
was now different. So Nikki had been there. 


Which, of course, didn't have to mean he was there now. 

"Who could ever think I'd want to come to this house again," Vince 

whispered to himself with a smirk "OK Nikki, when your door isn't locked, that's 
an invitation!" 

He pushed the door open and stepped in. 

The house was silent. 

"Nikkil" 

What an echo. Strangely enough, the house was sunlit. Vince thought, 
somewhat taken aback, that it was the first time he saw this interior with all 
the curtains thrown open. Nikki had always drawn all of them, and yesterday 
Vanity must have opened the windows, but it had been already dark, and Nikki 
must've failed to notice it. 


"Nikki, you home?" 


It seemed like he wasn't, but Vince could feel him. Sensed him. 


He was in, hidden somewhere. Why wasn't he answering? 
"Nikki, dude, can we talk?" 
Silence. 


A bright spot on the couch. Vince came up closer and picked up 


a creased piece of cloth. 
His own bandana. 


Vince felt growing unease. He looked about nervously. But there 


was no movement. No sound. Even shadows on the floor didn't move. 


Vince decided to check out the bedroom. As little as he wanted 
to go there, that was the most likely place to find Nikki in. But on his way 
to the stairs something caught his eye. He slowly turned his head. 


Right. 
The lights were on in the bathroom. 


Vince drew a deep sigh and walked up to the bathroom door. Took 
a look inside. Gasped. 


"Oh no. Holy shit, Nikki!" 


He was there. Sprawled across the bathroom floor. With a needle 
still dangling in his arm. A dark bruise rounded the puncture and the tile was 
covered with blood. 


"Oh Nikki!" 


Vince fell to his knees beside him. Nikki, his arms thrown wide, 
his raven-black fried hair all over his face, his black leather pants low on 
his bony hips, looked a perfect dead rock star. From Johnny Thunders to Jim 


Morrison, he was them all. 


ready to lose him when he had just gotten him back He grabbed Nikki's wrist 
and tried to find his pulse, but he couldn't do it, either because his own hands 
were shaking so terribly, or simply because there wasn't any. Was he too late 
again? Vince clenched his teeth, throwing Nikki's head back. It fell back, revealing 
the defenseless white of his throat. Vince stared, stunned. 

He had never seen Nikki so vulnerable. 


And just to think how vulnerable he was... 


Vince clenched his teeth tighter and ran his fingers over Nikki's 
throat, looking for a pulse point. 


It was there. Nikki's heart was beating. 
"Thank God," Vince yelled. "Thank God!" 


But he couldn't leave him there, could he? 


With two fingers, as if he was holding a scorpion, Vince pulled 

the syringe needle out of Nikki's arm and threw it away. A drop of blood immediately 
formed at the puncture. Vince jumped up, opened the locker and found some Band-Aid. 
What he was doing might be wrong, but he needed to do just something. So he 

put a small band over Nikki's arm before stopping to think what to do next. 

He apparently needed to take Nikki away from that damned bathroom, but Nikki, 

as skinny as he was now, was still too heavy for Vince. He couldn't lift him 

and sure as hell couldn't get him to the bedroom upstairs. Vince looked out 

in the corridor. There was a small kitchen a few steps ahead Not the best place 


he could think of, but there was a little sofa there. That would do. 
Vince took Nikki by the armpits and dragged him to the kitchen, 


trying not to hear the spooky sound his body made when it ground against the 
dirty floor. 


You slowly open your eyes and sunlight cuts them like a knife. 
What? Youre alive again?! 

You shut your eyes tight and swear under your breath 

And hear somebody move. 


You fling your eyes open and, astounded, stare at the blonde 
guy who just turned away from the cooker to stare at you 


No. That cant be true. 

You must be hallucinating 

Or you ARE dead and by some mistake in Heaven 
He sees your amazement and smirks 


Goddamit. Heaven or not, you won't be yourself if you just 


le and watch. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" 


Nikki's eyes were narrowed because the bright light hurt them, 

and his voice was cracking and hoarse, but the words were as derisive as ever. 
Vince hid his smile, turning away. It couldn't be as bad if Nikki had any strength 
for that. Great. 


"Cooking coffee for an idiot junkie," he replied. "As you might 
have guessed." 


| don't need...” 
"Oh you do. So just shut up and appreciate my altruism." 


Nikki did shut up. For a while. Vince took a quick glance over 
his shoulder. Nikki was frowning. Vince hardly kept from giggling. 


When Nikki spoke again, his intonation was quite different, but 


just as derisive. 


‘Oh my, can | be that lucky Vince? You just want more, right? 


You want some more?" 


That could have freaked Vince out. If he hadn't been awaiting 
it. And if he was the same. But after this night he would never be the same. 
And he thought that was a good thing. 


"Oh Nikki," he sighed mockingly, taking the coffee pot off the 
burner. "Even if | did want more, are you in any condition to help my trouble? 


| don't think so. Shut the hell up." 


Nikki struggled to get up. Vince had an uneasy moment or two, 
nearly expecting him to get up against all laws of physiology. But Nikki failed. 
Of course. Vince grinned right in his angry face. 


"You blonde bitch!" Nikki growled. 


"What, Tough Guy?" Vince grinned even wider. "What are you gonna 
do? Beat me up? Not even getting off the sofa? Ooh, you mighty wizard. That's 


a trick you'll have to teach me." 


Nikki looked at him, staggered. And then all of a sudden laughed. 
This laughter soon turned into coughing, but that was laughter. Normal human 
laughter. Vince loved it. 


"lIl teach you a trick or two when I'm back on my feet," Nikki 
threatened, still laughing. 


Vince sat down on a kitchen chair and answered seriously: 


"If that's what it takes to get you back on your feet, | don't 


mind." 


Nikki stopped laughing at once and stared at him again. There 

was so much disbelief in these eyes that Vince felt embarrassed and turned away, 
getting up and looking for a cup. What was wrong with that Nikki? How could 

a man be so not used to being cared for? Nikki just couldn't believe he could 


be loved. It was tearing at Vince's heart. Making it hurt. 
He found a cup and poured coffee into it. 


"Maybe it really is a good idea," Nikki sighed, raising his hand 
to take it. 


Vince caught his hand and pushed it away. Both winced at the physical 
contact, but Vince forced himself to say, "Not yet, you dumbass. It's too hot. 


Is gonna hurt your mouth." 


"| don't care about the pain," Nikki argued weakly. But he didn't 
try to tear his hand away. 


Vince sat down on the sofa next to him, clasping his hand between 


palms. 


| care about your pain, OK?" he told Nikki unequivocally. "| 
care about your pain. | hate it when you feel pain. Because it always hurts 


me. In one way or another." 


Nikki closed his eyes. Sighed. Opened his mouth. Closed it. Opened 

it again. Pressed his lips together. It looked like he was trying to say something 
that was really hard for him to say. Something he couldn't bring himself to 
utter, yet he knew he had to. Vince waited patiently, patting his hand. And 


finally these words came. 


‘lm sorry," Nikki forced out. "lm really really sorry.." he broke 


off. 


And Vince, in turn, forced himself to offer the least likely answer 
of all he could think of. 


"Don't be," he said. "Don't be. Its OK." 


Nikki flung his eyes open again. So wide, they seemed to occupy 
half of his pale face. "What did you say?" 


"| said it's OK now. I'd sure appreciate it if you didn't do that 
anymore, but its OK." 


Nikki's eyes searched his face. Intently. Vince leaned in closer. 
Let him look, he thought. Let him look He would find no hate. Vince was too 
happy to hear him talk to let any else feeling spoil it. 


Nikki sighed again 


"| won't," he whispered. "Of course | won't. | won't as much as 


Touch you, Vincey. I'm..." 
Vince sighed, too. 


"If you find me too disgusting to even touch, why the fuck am 
| wasting my time here, Sixx?" he demanded. "Then let my hand go and l'm out 
of this freaky house!" 


That surprise. Vince started worrying about Nikki's health. That 


much amazement could lead to a heart attack. 
"But | thought you said.” 


"| said don't do it again. Was it that hard to understand? Don't 
make me fuck chicks who don't want it. Don't shove your fucking gun up my ass. 


That's not my kind of a sex game, OK?" 
Nikki's jaw dropped down. Vince couldn't help smiling. 


"Or do | have to take all this shit every time | want a piece 


of you, Sixx? Huh?" he poked Nikki in the ribs. "Do |? You dirty maniac, do 


|e" 


"Hey!" Nikki flinched away from Vince's poking finger. "Listen, 
| don't get it. | think | was dumb enough even before | had this life-after-death 


experience, and now l'm even dumber, because they say that on minute four your 
brains begin to die away, and | think it was minute five that they revived me." 
He smiled weakly. "You'll have to say that again, loud and clearly for me, Vincey. 


Do you... 


That weak smile broke to pieces what was left of Vince's irony. 

He swore thru his teeth and hugged Nikki, pressing himself to his lean frame, 
wrapping his arms around him. Ever since the vision of Nikki's eyes had begun 
to plague him, that was what he'd been wishing to do the most. Nikki gasped 
and clutched him as tight as he could, his fingernails digging into Vince's 

back thru the T-shirt. Vince didn't mind. It felt great. It felt so sweet. It 

felt perfect. 


"You stupid asshole," he whispered, feeling his eyes water. "Don't 

you dare hurt yourself anymore! Don't you fucking dare! | need you here. Yes, 
| love you. | love that fucking son of a bitch that's you. | do. Just don't 

do that anymore." 


"|... 1." Nikki was crying. Vince buried his face in Nikki's tousled 

hair, bitterly amazed once more. He had never seen Nikki cry. Gosh, after all 

these years he had thought a crying Nikki was a physically impossible phenomenon! 
‘Oh God, Vince. Vincey. It can't be true. It can't be fucking real." He wasn't 

sobbing, but his breathing was uneven and Vince could feel his tears running 

down his face, dropping onto Vince's neck and melting into his hair, making 


it wet. 


‘It is real, and you better fucking believe it. Why the fuck can't 

you believe it?l" Vince felt he was going to cry himself. He placed a quick 

kiss on Nikki's temple. Nikki winced. Vince almost felt his shock. He sighed 

and kissed him on the cheek Kissing a guy - who could ever thought this would 
feel so.. perfectly natural? 


"Vince..." 


"Didn't | tell you to shut the fuck up?" to emphasize his words, 
Vince silenced him with a long kiss on the lips. He felt dizzy. Nikki's lips 
were thin and dry and bitter, and yet it was the most perfect kiss Vince had 


experienced in his entire life. It made him tight. 


The kiss broke, and Nikki gasped for air and started coughing 
again. Vince shook his head disapprovingly. 


"Not of much use tonight, are you?" he smirked. "Just look what 


you've done to yourself” 


"If l.. knew.. any piece of me.. was going to be.. needed." Nikki 

struggled between coughs, "maybe l.. wouldn't have.." he went into a coughing 
fit, still clutching at Vince's shoulders. Vince waited for it to end and then 
gently but firmly forced him to lie back down. Nikki gave him a funny look. 
"Hey, do that again!" he demanded. 


Vince shook his head again. This guy was never going to change, 


he thought, holding back a smile. 


"Nah. From what | see it harms your health. Damn you, Nikki. | 
wanted to have some fun with you, but seeing how unsteady you are, you'll probably 


faint if you get all that blood stream down from your head...” 
Nikki stared at him. Vince grinned again. 
"Are you kidding at me or what?" Nikki finally managed. 


"Of course | am," Vince sighed. "What else can | do with you when 


you're so useless?" 


He slowly got off the sofa and down to his knees beside it. Nikki 
struggled to move, but Vince's hand at his shoulder steadied him. 


| have yet another idea," Vince told him. "Granted you're not 

quite in the condition to perform any feats of arms, and my ass doesn't feel 
quite that good after just losing its virginity either, we'll follow the line 

of least resistance. How about that?" he landed a kiss on Nikki's collarbone 
and then slowly moved his mouth off to his neck. 


"Vince!" Nikki gasped again. 

"Hush," Vince said uncompromisingly. "You examined me all over 
yesterday. Now its my turn" He kissed him on the lips again, tangling his 
hands in Nikki's hair. Nikki moaned into his mouth. Vince shivered. He tore 
himself away from Nikki's lips with an almost painful jerk. 


"Just wait," he told him. "Just wait." 


He kissed his way down to Nikki's chest. It was heaving, both 


ripples erect and hardened. Vince kissed one nipple, then flicked his tongue 


back and forth on it before closing his lips around it and grazing it with his 
teeth. 


"Aaahh!" 
"Easy, Nikki, easy. And don't move. You're too weak for it" 


"Little fucker," Nikki whispered, sighing, as Vince moved on to 
the second nipple. "You don't know how it feels..." 


"I hope, good," Vince offered pensively and went on kissing Nikki's 

torso, descending lower and lower until he reached the waistband of those leathers. 
"That lacing," he muttered, undoing Nikki's pants. "You know, there was more 

than one time that | wished leather pants | had on had a zipper instead of that 
thing...” 


"Oh God, Vince!" Nikki moaned. "Just don't tell me you are going 

to.." he broke off and sucked in a breath of air with a hissing sound as Vince 
finished with the lacing and released Nikki's cock from black leather restraints. 
"OK, | won't tell you," Vince said, stroking it. How could he 

ever find it disgusting? = I've turned into a queer, = he observed mentally 
with another smirk. = And damn, I'm glad | did. = "I'll just do it. Without 

telling. Will that do?" 

| can't believe you want it," Nikki panted. 


"You'll have to," Vince countered, licking his lips. "You'll have 


to." 


Because once in a lifetime Vince knew exactly what he wanted. 


Ard had no regrets about it. 


You stil cant beleve that its all for real, until he swoops 
his head ard. 


Your eyes widen and you cry out 
You feel it? 


You really feel it! 


Hs lips there. 

Hs mouth covers you lke living oil So hot. You moan Your 

hands run thru his platinum hair. You look down, and the picture you see wipes 
out what's left of your sanity. 

He's on his knees at your side and his blonde head is bobbing 

up and down at your lap. Hs eyes are closed, his blonde locks falling over 
them, and his cheeks are drawn in around your dick. 

Hs face is all enjoyment 

You throw your head back and groan. For how many years have 

you dreamt about it? How many times did you imagine exactly this picture while 
getting a blowjob from a random blonde groupie you'd chosen exactly for her 
hair color? Taking a blonde, so that you could fantasize.. 


He licks your cock up and you cry out again. This pleasure 


is so strong, so deep, so acute, it almost hurts 
But it isn’t pain 
İt is your painkiller. 


He takes his mouth off and says something. You have to concentrate 


to get it. 


"Hey, if something is wrong.. its my very first blowjob, you 


know..." 


Holy hell! s true. He has never done it before. H all has 
been saved For you. The thought drives you crazy. 


‘Its the best one | ever got or will ever get," you tell him, 


as sincere as could be. "Oh Vince, please.." 
And he swallows you again 
Your thoughts are a mess. 


VINCEYEAHOHMYGODVINCEHONEYOHBOYMOREMOREMOREYEEEAAAHH 


Hs palm rubs against your balls and you know you're so close, 

really close, foo close. You want to push him away before its all over, but 

you dont manage to do it in time, he sighs around your cock and you explode 
with a scream, yeah, right in his mouth, against the back of his throat, you 
scream and you think the echo rings around for at least a dozen blocks because 
it is too good, too fucking great, and he doesn't seem to mind, he keeps on 
sucking you off, and your seed is running out of the corner of his mouth and 
down his chin, and he looks up at you, brown eyes under the platinum fringe, 
and you almost faint as he said you would. 


That much bliss could kill you. 


Vince was glad he had been smart enough to unzip his jeans. Wouldn't 

be any good to spoil them. And he would have. He had been hard all the time 

he was sucking Nikki off and he had come on feeling that hot spring in his throat. 
Without even touching himself, without even jacking off. 

He had never felt that funny. 

But he had never felt that happy either. 


"Vince..." 


Nikki looked so peaceful. Completely relaxed, his eyes half-closed, 
shadowed by long dark eyelashes. And that smile. 


That happy smile. 
That was the most beautiful smile Vince had ever seen. 
"You are beautiful, dude," Vince whispered. "You are beautiful." 


"Come on here," Nikki asked. "This sofa isn't all that narrow 


and you are slim. It's large enough for us two." 


Vince nodded and climbed into his embrace. Nikki shifted a bit, 
and the sofa really turned out to be large enough. 


Nikki pulled him closer and kissed the corners of his mouth, first 
right then left. Vince snickered. 


"I forgot to get myself clean," he remembered. 


"| don't mind,” Nikki's tongue brushed over Vince's bottom lip 
and Vince sighed, snuggling up to him even tighter. "That's all mine, you know. 
Oh God, Vince... at least now | know why | was given that chance to start right 


over.” 


"You scared me to death, fucker,” Vince muttered, rubbing his 
check against Nikki's shoulder. "You were scaring me all night through. Il 
be seriously pissed if you do it again 


"tim an addict," Nikki sighed. "I'm such a dumb junkie. | can't 


even control it anymore..." 


"So get rid of iH" Vince gave him a quick hug. "Listen... let's 
make a pact. You quit drugs. | quit drinking. We live happily ever after and 
die on the same day. Don't you like this prospect?" 


"Oh Vince," Nikki kissed his hair and buried himself in it, Vince 
could feel his breath at his ear. "Its such a wonderful prospect. A prospect 


to die for." 


"Fuck itl" Vince slapped him on the shoulder. "I hoped it would 
be a prospect to live for!" 


"| wish | could do it." 
"You can" 
"| ‘m not sure." 


"You can! Ask doctors to help you. Step over your goddamn pride! 
For me, Nikki." 


"| tried therapy, Vince. It was hell. It only made me want to 
shoot up to forget about it” 


"But you need it," Vince said softly, stroking his hair, marveling 

at how thick it was. "You need it. | would be able to forget that damned crash 
if you all weren't reminding me all the time. But you are a different deal. 

You have that pain in you, and it just doesn't melt away. It keeps growing. 

It's like your money in a bank - if you don't touch it, you get more and more 


interests until its a fucking billion Or like a cancerous tumor. Its gotten 


too big, Nikki. You trip over it each time you try to just live. And the only 
way to get rid of it is to cut it out. But to do that they'll have to open you 


up." 
Nikki had backed away a little and been listening to him. Now 
he gazed at him with those dark eyes of his. Thoughtfully. 


"How come you know all this stuff?" he asked. "How come you can 


put it better than | myself can?" 
"| learned it," Vince smirked. "The hard way." 
Nikki looked away. “Im...” 


"Sorry, | know. What about being reasonable once in a while?" 


Vince took his face in his palms and made Nikki look him in the eye again. 


"You are right," Nikki sighed after a pause. "But surgery always 
hurts. I'll need a painkiller. Will you be mine painkiller, Vince? It's a dirty 
job. Are you ready?" 


"God, yes!" Vince almost yelled it. "Yes, Nikki! Shit, | have 
an idea. Each time you want to shoot up, call me and I'll blow you instead. 
Isn't it a distraction?" 


Nikki laughed. 


"Vincey, Vincey. It's a lovely idea, but I'll need it so often, 
you'll get sick of both me and my dick." 


"Nah," Vince answered resolutely. "I'm so new to it. I'll want 


to know more about it all the time.” 


What was the funniest thing, he wasn't lying. 


And maybe its right. Maybe, the sun doesn't hurt your eyes 

anymore. Maybe, the feeling of that sim body next fo yours is better than all 
the drugs, violence and power in this world Maybe, you finally can believe 

that you're not alone. Maybe, you finally have something to cling to. Maybe 
having something fo lose is really a good thing 


And maybe, it really is a way out 
Your pain has been killing you all thru your life. 


Maybe, its time YOU killed it 


THE END 


